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PREFACE, 


111  preserving  In  a  pamphlel-fonn  the  obituary  remarks 
made  at  the  funerals  of  some  of  our  departed  friends — 
augmented  by  their  brief  biographies,  the  pastor  has  a  two- 
fold object.     One  is  memorial,  and  the  other  spiritual. 

The  sacred  memories,  however  dear  and  vivid  at  first,  of 
our  beloved  kith  and  kin,  who  iiave  gone  before  us.  are  apt 
to  grow  hazy  by  the  rolling  of  years.  This  little  brochure  is 
printed  in  the  hopes  of  helping  to  keep  their  dear  memories 
ever  bright. 

The  second  object  is  to  increase  the  interest  of  the  reader 
in  the  important  subjects  of  heaven  and  a  glorious  future 
life,  and  to  quicken  his  or  her  spiritual  life  by  contemplation 
of  our  glorified  fellow-beings,  and.  above  all,  of  the  rest  that 
remaineth  for  those  who  love  Kim  and  live  for  His  glory. 

That  the  two  fold  object  of  this  little  labor  of  love  may 
be  fully  realized  by  His  help  is  the  sincere  prayer  of 

Haig  Adadourian,  Pastor. 

Parsonage.    Manomet,    (Plymouth)    Mass..    March    31, 
1899. 


TO 

MRS.     ROXANA    PETERSON, 
THE    "aUiXT"    OP'   US    ALL,    AND   ONE    OF 
THE    MOST    BELOVED,    REVERED    AND    USEFUL    MOTPIERS 
IN    MANOMET, 
THIS  BOOK  IS  RESPECTFULLY  DEDICATED 
BY 
THE  AUTHOR. 
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IN    MEMORY   OF 

MRS.  ESTHER  HOLMES. 
1823-1897. 

Mrs.  Esther  Holmes  was  the  second  of  the  eight  children 
of  John  Blackmer  and  Esther  Bartlett.  She  was  born  in 
Plymouth  (Manomet)  July  2,  1823,  and  always  lived  there. 
•On  Nov.  26,  1840,  while  yet  a  young-  girl  of  17,  she  was 
married  to  Marston  Holmes,  of  ]Manomet,  and  lived  to 
celebrate  tlie  golden  anniversary  of  her  marriage.  Her 
husband  died  in  Manomet,  Nov.   14,   1S91. 

Mrs.  Holmes,  though  not  confined  to  her  bed  all  the  time, 
had  been  an  invalid  quite  a  immber  of  years.  Her  nearest 
surviving  relatives  are:  two  daughters — ]Mrs.  Edwin 
Paran  Bartlett,  of  Manomet,  and  Mrs.  Frank  Pratt,  of 
Dennis,  Mass.,  two  sisters  and  a  brother — Mrs.  Truman 
Holmes,  ^Mrs.  Daniel  H.  Babcock.  and  Sidney  Blackmer,  all 
of  Manomet.  Esther  B.  Holmes,  Mrs.  Esther  Holmes's 
eldest  daughter,  died,  Nov.  5,  1865. 

Mrs.  Holmes  died  in  Manomet  at  the  house  of  Mrs.  E.  P. 
Bartlett,  her  daughter,  Nov.  4, 1897,  at  the  age  of  74  years,  4 
months  and  2  days.  The  funeral  services  were  held  on 
Nov.  6.  1897,  at  the  house  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Edwin  P.  Bar- 
lett,  with  whom  Mrs.  Holmes  had  made  her  home  during 
the  last  years  of  her  life,  and  were  led  by  Rev.  Haig  Ada- 
dourian.  The  services  consisted  of  Scripture  reading,  re- 
marks, prayer,  and  benediction.  The  interment  was  at  the 
Manomet  Cemetery. 

Following  are  tiie  fev,-  remarks  made  by  the  pastor  on  the 
occasion : 

Friends  : — It  is  quite  providential  and  significant  a  fact 


that  my  first  official  duty  among  you  after  my  ordination 
to  the  Gospel  ministry*  is  a  sad  duty.  And  yet  seriously 
thinking  it  is  not  a  sad  duty.  It  is  rather  a  gladsome  one. 
There  is  a  tradition  touching  the  life  of  early  Christians, 
that  when  a  child  was  born,  its  parents  felt  sad,  deeply  feeling 
thatthe  new-bornbabe  hadcome  to  the  trials  and  tribulations 
of  a  wicked  world,  but  when  a  person  died,  there  was  a  gen- 
eral jubilation  among  them,  as  if  it  was  a  wedding  occasion, 
as  they  knew  the  person  deceased  was  liberated  from  this 
world-prison,  and  was  going  to  enjoy  the  liberty  and  joy  of 
heaven  forever  and  ever. 

According  to  that  old  tradition  this  must  be,  and  is,  a  joy- 
ful occasion. 

Beloved,  fur  a  few  remarks  I  want  to  make  on  this  oc- 
casion, I  have  no  other  text  save  the  life  of  our  sister,  who 
has  just  entered  into  her  eternal  rest.  Her  life  contains  at 
least  .four  helpful  lessons,  which  I  will  briefly  mention. 

First.  Be  sympathetic.  My  scanty  knowledge  of  the  life 
of  our  sister  comes  to  me  by  hearsay  and  general  report,  as 
my  personal  acquaintanceship  with  her  is  of  a  very  short 
duration.  The  general  verdict  about  her  life  is,  that  she 
was  a  sympathetic  woman.  Her  sympathizing  nature — the 
fact  that  she  wept  with  them  who  wept,  and  rejoiced  with 
them  who  rejoiced — made  her  dear  to  all  hearts  who  knew 
her. 

Second,  Be  helpful.  Mrs  Holmes  was  also  a  helpful 
M'oman.  She  had  deeply  felt  the  importance  and  necessity 
of  mutual  helpfulness,  antl  she  was  determined  to  do  her 
share,  as  fully  as  she  could,  in  the  way  of  helping  those  in 
need  of  assistance. 

Third,  Be  unpretentious.  She  was  one  of  those  rare  per- 
sonalities, who  had  comprehended  and  practised  to  the  full 
those  remarkable  words  of  the  Preacher  on  the  Mount,  who 
said,  "Let  not  thv  left  hand  know   what  thy  right  hand 


*.Thc  pastor  was  ordained  at  Manomet  for  the  local  church,  on  Nov. 
3.  1897- 


doeth.'J     She  ^^■asTlno5le^tatious  in  her  Christian  work,  and 
unassuming'  in  her  miiTiners. 

Fourth.  Bt"  sincere  and  straightforzvard.  The  Church, 
of  which  Sister  Holmes  was  a  useful  member,  will  always 
remcml)er  her  for  her  sincerity  of  heart,  and  the  commtmity, 
•of  which  she  was  an  honored  constituent,  will  always  recall 
"her  with  pride  for  her  straightforwardness.  These  in 
brief,  my  friends,  are  some  of  the  important  lessons  that 
come  to  us  on  this  solemn  and  yet  joyful  occasion.  We 
may  bury  the  body  of  our  sister,  but  we  can  never  bury  her 
good  influence.  Knowing  this  fact,  we  have  not  come  here 
to  bid  her  good-bye,  we  have  come  to  say  to  her  an  revoir, 
or,  auf  zciederselien,  believing  and  expecting  to  see  her 
again. 

THE  GOOD  GRANDMOTHER. 

"Fold  reverently  the  weary  hands, 
That   toiled    so   long   and    well ; 
And  while  your  tears  of  sorrow  fall, 
Let  sweet  thanksgiving  swell. 

That  life  work  stretching  o'er  long  years, 
A  varied  web  has  been  ; 
With  silver  strands  by  sorrow  wrought, 
And   sunny   gleams   between. 

How  bright  she  .ilways  made  the  home  ! 
It  seemed  as  if  the  floor 
Was  always  flecked  with  spots  of  sun 
And  barred  with  brightness  o'er. 

The  very  failing  of  her  step 
Made  music  as  she  went ; 
.    A  loving  song  was  on  her  lip, 
The  song  of  full  content. 

O,  gently  fold  the  weary  hands 
*"        That  toiled  so  long  and  well; 
The  spirit  rose  to  angel  bands. 
When  off  earth's  mantle  fell. 

She's  safe  within  her  Father's  house, 
Where  many  mansions  be ; 
"•*.  O  pray  that  thus  such  rest  may  come. 

Dear   hearts,  to  jou  and  me." 


/(p-  // 


IN   MEMORIAM 

WILLIAM  BLACKMER. 
1836-1897. 

William  Blackmer  was  the  son  of  Ezra  Blackmer  and 
Henrietta  Bartlett.  both  of  Manomet,  and  was  born  in  Man- 
omet  in  1836.  He  married  Ann  Hopkins,  of  Nova  Scotia, 
and  had  a  son  by  her.  After  his  wife's  death  he  married 
ag-ain.  He  always  lived  on  his  father's  farm  in  Manomet 
imtil  his  death,  which  took  place  on  Nov.  22,  1897.  Mr. 
Blackmer  had  one  brother  and  one  sister,  both  of  whom 
died  before  him.  His  brother,  Israel  Blackmer,  of  Plym- 
outh, passed  away  a  short  time  before  him.  His  only 
survivors  are  his  wife,  Mrs.  Susan  Blackmer.  and  his  son, 
Arthur  Blackmer. 

The  funeral  services  were  officiated  by  Rev.  Haig  Ada- 
dourian.  and  were  held  at  the  local  church,  and  the  burial 
took  place  at  the  local  cemetery,  Nov.  26.  1897.  Bible 
reading,  remarks,  prayer,  and  benediction  were  the  different 
items  of  the  services.  The  pastor  in  his  remarks  briefly 
presented  the  various  views  of  death  held  by  the  Seventh 
Day  Adventists,  Theosophists,  Buddhists,  and  atheists,  and 
tried  to  show  that  they  were  all  in  opposition  to  the  Scrip- 
tural view  of  death.  He  then  proceeded  to  illustrate  death 
by  the  ideas  of  emancipation,  camp-breaking,  unmooring, 
and  home-coming,  all  of  which  were  sup])orted  by  different 
passages  in  the  Bible.  He  then  read  the  following  poem 
bv  Georee  Horton  : 
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CONSOLATION. 

There's  another  land  and  better. 

We  are  told, 
Where  the  slave  sliakcs  off  his  fetter 
And   where   worth   is   never   debtor 

Unto  gold. 

Thither  often  we  are  turning 

Weary  eyes, 
And  our  heavy  hearts  are  yearning, 
Night  and  day  are  throbbing,   burning, 

For  its  skies. 

There  that  foolish  superstition, 

Pride  of  birth. 
Finds  its  sudden  demolition. 
And  our  being's  final   mission 

Is  of  worth. 

There  the  insolence  of  power 

Falls  away. 
And  the  proudest  sou!  must  cower, 
For  the  spirit  takes  no  power 

From  the  clay. 

Common  lives  have  wondrous  splendor 

In  that  light. 
For  the  spirit  meek  and  tender 
Puts  to  shame  the  king's  defender 

Shorn  of  might. 

Natures  touched  with  fires  seraphic 

Shed  their  care, 
And  on  peace-girt  islands.  Sapphic, 
Far  from  fretful  toil  and  traffic, 

Dream  and  dare. 

Lavvs  through  years  of  wrong  descended 
There  arc  changed. 

Customs  with  injustice  blended, 

Creeds  for  centurie-  defended. 
Rearranged. 

Heaven  has  solace  without  measure. 

You  and   I 
Should  not  dream  of  earthly  pleasure, 
But  should  think  about  our  treasure 
In  the  skv. 


/3  ~  'f 


IN   MEMORIAM 

CAPTAIN  GEORGE  MANTER. 
1823-1897. 

Capt.  George  Manter  was  born  in  Plymouth,  ^lass.,  in 
the  year  1823.  His  parents  were  George  Manter  and 
Sally  Sampson.  He  married  Ruth  Sampson,  of  Plymouth, 
in  1846.  Nine  children — five  girls,  and  four  boys — blessed 
their  union.  His  wife  and  the  following  of  his  sons  and 
daughters  survive  him  :  Geo.  A.  !Manter,  of  Manomet; 
Benj.  B.  Manter,  Captain  Brant  Rock  (Mass.,)  U.  S.  Life 
Saving  Station;  Mrs.  Emma  Leland,  of  Plymouth;  Mrs. 
Hattie  Ramey,  of  Cohasset;  Mrs.  Nellie  Douglas  and  Mrs. 
Addie  Holmes,  of  Plymouth,  and  Elmer  Manter,  of  Whit- 
man, Mass. 

Capt.  Manter  followed  the  sea  almost  all  his  life.  He  al- 
ways made  his  home  in  PlynKJUth,  but  the  last  few  years  of 
his  life  he  and  his  estimable  helpmeet  lived  in  Manomet  with 
their  son,  Geo.  A.  Manter.  Capt.  Manter  slept  in  Jesus  at 
the  house  of  his  son  in  Manomet.  Dec.  14,  1897.  His  body 
was  taken  to  Plymouth  four  days  later,  and  the  funeral  ser- 
vices were  held  at  the  Memorial  iNI.  E.  Church,  of  Plymouth. 
Rev.  Edgar  F.  Clark,  the  pastor,  read  the  Scriptures,  otYered 
the  prayer  and  pronounced  the  benediction,  and  Rev.  Haig 
Adadourian  made  the  remarks. 

In  his  remarks  he  spoke  of  death  not  as  something  to  be 
dreaded,  but  as  something  to  be  joyfully  welcomed,  es- 
pecially by  those  who  live  and  die  in  the  Lord.  He  said 
that  he  felt  confident  of  Brother  Manter's  dying  in  the  Lord, 
which  meant  to  him  home-comino-,  reaching  the  calm  haven 
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after  a  long  and  tempestuous  \-oyag-e.  and  finally  resting 
from  his  labors.  He  spoke  of  his  cheerful  nature,  of  his 
youthful  heart  in  his  advanced  age,  and  of  his  faithfulness 
in  his  Christian  chities.  He  said  that  although  Brother 
Manter  had  great  difficulty  in  hearing,  yet  had  he  never 
neglected  his  church  attendance  as  long  as  he  was  able. 
The  speaker  also  made  mention  of  the  fact,  that  our  de- 
parted brother  was  highly  blessed  in  life,  in  that  he  en- 
joyed the  love,  affection  and  care  of  a  faithful  wife  and  a 
large  group  of  dutiful  sons  and  daughters,  grandsons,  and 
granddaughters.  In  closing  his  remarks  he  repeated  the 
following  stanzas  : 

THERE  IS  NO  DEATH. 

"There  is  no  death  !  the  stars  go  down 

To  rise  upon  some  other  shore. 
And  bright  in  Heaven's  jeweled  crown 

They  shine  for  evermore. 
There  is  no  death !  the  forest  leaves 
Convert  to  life' the  viewless  air; 
The   rocks  disorganize  to  feed  » 

The  hungry  moss  they  bear. 
There  is  no  death !  the  dust  we  tread 

Shall    change,    beneath    the    summer    showers 
To  golden  grain,  or  mellow  fruit. 

Or  rainbow-tinted  flowers. 
There  is  no  death !  the  leaves   may  fall, 

The    flowers    may    fade   and    pass    away — 
They  only  wait  through  wintry  hours, 

The  warm,  sweet  breath  of  May. 
There  is  no  death!  the  choicest  gifts 

That  Heaven  hath  kindly  lent  to  earth  *► 

Are  ever  first  to  seek  again 

The  country  of  their  birth. 
And  all  things  that  for  growth  or  joy 

Are   worthy  of  our   love   or   care, 
Whose  loss  has  left  us  desolate. 

Are   safely  garnered   there. 
Thougli    life  becomes   a    dreary   waste. 

We  know  its  fairest,  sweetest  flowers, 
Transplanted  into  Paradise, 

Adorn  immortal  bowers. 
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The  voice  of  birdlike  melody 

That  we  have  missed  and  mourned  so  long 
Now  mingles  with  the  angel  choir 

In  everlasting  song. 

There  is  no  death  !  although  we  grieve 

When  beautiful,  familiar  forms 
That  we  have  learned  to  love  are  torn 

From   our   embracing   arms, — 
Although  with  bowed  and  breaking  heart, 

With  sable  garb  and  silent  tread, 
We  bear  their  senseless  dust  to  rest, 

And  say  that  they  are  "dead" — 
They  are  not  dead  !  they  have  but  passed 

Beyond  the  mists  that  blind  us  here 
Into   the   new   and    larger   life 

Of  that  serener  sphere. 
They  have  but  dropped  their  robe  of  clay 

To   put   their   shining   raiment   on; 
They  have  but   wandered  far  away — 

They  are  not  "lost"  nor  "gone." 
Though  disenthralled  and  glorified, 

They   still   are  here,   and   love  us  yet; 
The  dear  ones  they  have  left  behind 

They    never    can    forget. 
And  sometimes,  when  our  hearts  grow  faint 

Amid  temptations  fierce  and  deep, 
Or  when  the  wildly-raging  waves 

Of  grief  or  passion  sweep, 
We  feel  upon  our  fevered  brow 

Their  ge.itle  touch,  their  breath  of  balm; 
Their  arms  enfold  us,  and  our  hearts 

Grow  comforted  and  calm. 
And  ever  near  us.  though  unseen. 

The   dear,  immortal   spi'-its  tread — 
For  all  the  boundless  universe 

Is  Life  : — there  are  no  dead!"  ^ 


IN   MEMORY   OF 

MRS.  ANN  BARTLETT, 
1814-1898. 

Mrs.  Ann  Bartlett  was  the  daughter  of  Samuel  Bartlett 
and  Olive  Hovey  Bartlett,  and  was  born  in  Manomet,  April 
24,  18 1 4.  She  was  married  to  Seth  S.  Bartlett,  Nov.,  1836, 
and  always  lived  in  Manomet  until  1886,  since  when  she 
made  her  home  with  her  daughter,  Miss  Isabel  Thompson, 
of  Melrose,  Mass.  Her  husband  died  in  Manomet.  ^larch 
5,  18S3.  She  had  9  children,  of  whom  6  survive  them. 
They  are:  William  Spooner  Bartlett.  of  Manomet;  An- 
drew Bartlett.  of  New  Bedford;  Mrs.  Sidney  Blackmer,  of 
Manomet;  Mrs.  Isabel  Thompson,  of  Alelrose;  Mrs. 
Frank  Robbins,  of  Boston,  and  Alden  Bartlett,  of  Cam- 
bridge. 

]Mrs.  Bartlett  died  in  Melrose  at  the  house  of  Mrs.  Isabel 
Thompson,  her  daughter,  Feb.  7,  1898,  having  almost 
reached  the  84th  year  of  her  life.  Her  remains  were 
brought  over  to  Manomet  for  burial.  Rev.  Haig  Adadourian 
officiated  at  the  funeral  services,  which  were  held  at  the  local 
Church,  Feb.  7,  1898.  The  services  consisted  of  singing  by 
a  special  choir  from  Melrose,  reading  of  the  Scriptures,  re- 
marks, prayer,  and  benediction. 

The  pastor's  remarks  consisted  of  the  following  : 

Dear  Friends  : — We  have  c^ome  here  this  afternoon  to 
perform  an  apparently  sad  but  in  reality  happy  and  blessed 
duty.  We  have  come  here  to  pay  our  parting  tribute  to  a 
beloved  mother  and  a  dear  friend.  We  know  theplacewhere 
her  soul  has  already  gone.  And  that  gives  us  gladness,  and 
yet  the  thought  that  she  is  lost  to  our  earthly  vision  fills  us 
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with  some  degree  of  sadness.     We  are  sad  and  yet  we  are 

glad.     Because  as  one  has  said  : 

Partins'  is  such  a  sweet  sorrow. 

But  as  the  poet  Cowper  has  said  : 

The  path  of  sorrow,  and  that  path  alone 
Leads  to  the  lanJs  where  sorrow  is  unknown. 

Yes,  my  friends, 

"When  we  asunder  part. 

It  gives  us  inward  pain; 
But  v.e  shall  still  be  joined  in  heart, 

And  hope  [and  believe]  to  meet  again." 

The  dearest  of  friends  and  the  nearest  of  relations  must 
part,  but  they  part  only  to  meet  ag-ain. 

On  this  occasion,  my  friends,  a  long  discourse  is  out  of 
place.  The  silent  body  of  our  beloved  mother  is  an  eloquent 
discourse  in  itself.  I  shall  only  add  a  few  words,  taking  as 
a  text,  the  words  found  in  the  31st  chapter  of  Proverbs,  and 
the  28th  verse.  "Her  children  arise  up,  and  call  her 
blessed." 

The  word  blessed  in  the  original  means,  "happy,"  "bet- 
ter off,"  "joyful." 

I  have  not  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  our  beloved  sister 
while  she  was  yet  in  this  life,  and  yet  by  what  little  I  know  of 
her,  I  can  feel  that  the  words  of  our  te.xt  exactly  fit  her. 
"Her  children  arise  up,  and  call  her  blessed."  I  have  no 
doubt  that  her  3  sons,  and  3  daughters,  also  her  18  grand- 
children and  7  great-grandchildren,  arise  up  and  call  her 
blessed.  That  all  her  brothers  and  sisters,  and  other  rela- 
tives and  friends  will  do  the  same,  is  taken  for  granted. 

And  why  is  it  that  her  children  call  her  blessed?  I  will 
give  four  reasons  briefly/: 

(  I )  Because  she  Zi'as  permitted  to  enjoy  a  good  long  life 
of  well-doing.  The  average  age  of  mankind  is  about  sixty 
years,  and  the  Lord  favored  her  with  quite  a  longer  period 
than  that.  And  she  used  well  that  long  life.  She  occupied 
every  da}-  and  every  hour  of  it  in  beneticence  and  benevo- 
lence as  long  as  she  possibly  could. 
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"The  poor  and  the  low'-    loved  her, 

Nor  sought  her  door  in  vain ; 
'  And  there  the  weak  and  fallen 

Were  welcomed  when  they  came. 
For  her  richest  law  was — Kindness. 

And  her  only  gospel— Love." 

(2)  Because  she  zcas  permitted  to  see  all  her  children 
ivell-settled  in  life,  a)id  her  earthly  duties  faithfully  perform- 
ed. It  is  not  a  light  matter,  my  friends,  to  be  the  devoted 
and  beloved  mother  of  eight  children,  and  to  see  seven  of 
them  grown  into  manhood  and  womanhood,  fatherhood  and 
motherhood.  And  our  sister  had  the  joy  and  satisfaction 
of  being  and  seeing  that. 

And  she  must  have  exerted  a  wholesome,  motherly  in- 
fluence upon  her  children.  "By  their  fruits  ye  shall  know 
them."  Although  I  have  not  known  our  sister,  yet  I  know 
well  two  of  her  children,  now  grown  up  into  manhood  and 
womanhood.  And  by  them  I  can  well  divine  her  sweet, 
gentle,  and  yet  powerful,  and,  best  of  all,  her  true  motherly 
character.  My  friends,  we  pass  on,  and  yet  our  influence 
never  passes  away.  Our  influence  is  as  immortal  as  our 
souls. 

(3)  Because  she  zvas  a  Christian  zvoman.  She  had 
given  her  heart  to  Christ.  And  she  served  Him  in  life  the 
best  she  knew  how.  She  was  a  member  of  the  visible 
Church  of  Christ  on  earth,  and  we  have  no  doubt  she  is  now 
a  member  of  the  invisible  Church  of  Christ.  And  we  can 
well  say  of  her,  "though  she  has  changed  her  place,  she  has 
not  changed  company;  for  she  has  walked  with  God  while 
living,  and  now  she  has  gone  to  her  rest  with  God." 

(4)  Because  she  shall^soon  have  an  Easter  in  heaven. 
She  has  consciously  enjoyed  just  about  So  of  them.  In 
about  two  months'  time  she  will  enjoy  another  happy  one 
with  her  Savior  in  heaven,  and  she  shall  spend  those  happy 
Eastertides  ever  afterwards  with  her  Master,  her  beloved 
husband,  and  two  children,  and  other  friends  and  relatives 
that  have  gone  before  her. 
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And  as  our  venerable  and  venerated  friend  slept  in  the 
Lord,  we  shall  bid  her  good-night,  and  not  good-bye,  as  we 
know  good-bye  means,  God  be  zcith  you — and  we  don't 
doubt  God  is  with  her;  nor  do  we  bid  her  fareu'ell,  as  it  sig- 
nifies, fare  thee  zvell — and  v.e  are  sure  it  has  fared  well  with 
her  either  on  earth  or  in  heaven. 

GOOD  NIGHT! 

"Good-night !  good-night !  a>  we  so  oft  have  said 

Beneath  this  roof  at  dayUght,  in  the  days 
That  arc  no  more,  and  shall  no  more  return. 

Thou  hast  but  taken  up  thy  lamp  and  gone  to  bed ; 
We  stay  a  little  longer  as  one  stays 

To  cover  up  the  embers  that  still  burn. 
Sleep  on,  beloved,  sleep,  and  take  thy  rest ; 
Lay  down  thy  head  upon  thy  Savior's  breast; 
We  love  thee  well,  but  Jesus  loves  thee  best — 
Good-night !     Good-night !     Good-night ! 
Calm  is  thj'  slumber  as  an  infant's  sleep; 
But  thou  shalt  wake  no  more  to  toil  and  weep ; 
Thine  is  a  perfect  rest,  secure  and  deep — 

Good-night ! 
Until  the  shadows  from  this  earth  are  cast; 
Until  He  gathers  in  His  sheaves  at  last; 
Until  the  twilight  gloom  be  overpast — 

Good-night ! 
Until  the  Easter  glory  lights  the  skies; 
Until  the  dead  in  Jesus  shall  arise. 
And  He  shall  come,  but  not  in  lowly  guise — 

Good-night ! 
Until,   made  beautiful  by  Love   Divine, 
Thou  in  the  likeness  of  thy  Lor  1  shalt  shine. 
And  He  shall  bring  that  golden  crown  of  thine — 

Good-night ! 
Only  "Good-night,"   beloved,   not   "farewell!" 
A  little  \s*hile.  and  all  His  saints  shall  swell 
,         In  hallowed  union  undivisible — 
Good-night ! 
Until  we  meet  again  before  His  throne, 
Clothed  in  the  spotless  robe  He  gives  His  own. 
Until  we  know  even  as  we  are  known — 
Good-night!' 


IN   MEMORY   OF 

MRS.  LIZZIE  HOLMES, 

1S56-1898. 

Mrs.  Lizzie  Holmes  was  tlie  daughter  of  Postmaster 
Reuben  Wilkins  and  Anna  Walcott,  of  Danvers,  Mass. 
She  was  born  in  Danvers,  April  7,  1856.  Her  first  husband 
was  Thomas  Moores,  by  whom  she  had  four  children,  two 
sons,  and  two  daughters,  all  of  whom  survive  her.  They 
are  Chas.  Moores,  of  Chicago;  Chester  A.  Moores  and  Edith 
Moores,  of  Boston,  and  Katie  Moores. 

Several  years  ago  Thomas  Moores,  Mrs.  Holmes's  first 
husband,  died,  and  on  Dec.  25,  1896,  she  was  married  to 
Stephen  Holmes,  of  Manomet,  who  survives  her.  Her 
death  took  place  at  her  home  in  Manomet,  Feb.  19,  189S. 
Three  days  later  she  was  buried  at  the  local  cemetery.  The 
funeral  services  were  held  at  her  home,  and  the  local  pastor 
officiated  with  the  usual  order  of  service.  His  remarks  are 
given  below. 

My  Friends  : — It  is  not  an  easy  matter  for  me  to  stand 
before  you  this  afternoon  and  say  a  few  words  on  this 
solemn  occasion.  I  am  not  here  to  add  sorrow  to  your  sor- 
row by  a  discourse  on  death,  or  what  we  might  call,  untime- 
ly or  unexplainable  deaths.  To  dry  your  tears  and  dispel 
your  sorrows  i^  something  beyond  my  power.  There  is  one 
thin-T.  however,  which  I  can  do,  and  that  is,  to  lead  your 
thoughts  to  that  deathless,  tearless,  and  painless  land, 
whither,  we  believe,  our  sister  has  gone. 

It  is  not  quite  often  that  our  thoughts  are  directed  to 
that  matchless  land.     We  are  so  wraj.pcd  up  and  enraptured 
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with  this  world,  that  we  hardly  give  a  passing  thought  to 
that  land,  unless  we  are  obliged  to  do  so. 

The  text  I  have  chosen  for  my  brief  remarks  is  found  in 
tHe  4th  chapter  of  the  Epistle  to  the  Hebrews,  and  the  9th 
verse.  "There  remaineth  therefore  a  rest  to  the  people  of 
God,"  or,  as  it  is  in  the  original,  "There  remaineth  therefore 
a  Sabbath  rest  to  the  people  of  God." 

With  these  words  the  writer  of  the  Epistle  to  the  Hebrews 
has  reference  to  the  cruel  oppression  the  Israelites  suffered 
at  the  hands  of  the  Egyptians,  and  to  their  subsequent  suf- 
ferings in  the  desert  of  Sinai,  and  finally,  to  their  ultimate 
entrance  to  the  land  of  Canaan,  the  land  of  rest.  And  so 
the  author  means  to  say,  "Likewise  the  children  of  God 
have  a  land  of  rest,  not  earthly,  but  heavenly." 

What  is  rest?     As  some  people  think  : 

"Absence  of  occupation  is  not  rest. 
A  mind  quite  vacant  is  a  mind  distress'd." 
"Rest  is  not  quitting  the  busj-  career; 
Rest  is  the  fitting  of  self  to  its  sphere." 

Giving  a  positive  definition,  rest  is  freedom  from  every- 
thing which  wearies  and  disturbs. 

Either  directly  or  indirectly  our  text  affirms  four  things, 
which  I  will  just  touch  upon  and  pass. 

(i)  That  this  ivorld  is  a  Zi'orld  of  unrest.  It  is  not 
necessary  to  dwell  upon  this  point;  we  all  know  its  sad  truth 
too  well.  Even  the  happiest  home  has  a  corner  for  sorrow. 
Even  the  healthiest  heart  has  an  ache. 

"No  tranquil  joys  on  earth  we  know. 

No  peaceful   sheltering  dome; 
This  world's  a  wilderness  of  woe. 

This  world  is  not  our  home." 

(2J)      That  heaven  only  is  a  land  of  absolute  rest.     'My' 
friends,  all  that  makes  this  life  worth  living,  is  the  glorious 
thought  that  there  is  a  promised  rest  beyond  this  life. 

"Amid  these  restless  thoughts  this  rest  we  find, 
For  those  that  rest  not  here  there  is  rest  beyond." 
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Where  is  the  home  of  this  rest  situated? 

"It  stands  in  our  Father's  gardens 

With  their  marvelous  odors  rife; 
And  the  winds  blow  soft  around  it, 

And  about  are  the  trees  of  life. 
Fair  blossoms  droop  from  the  porches, 

And   cluster  its  doors  above ; 
And  the  smile  of  the  sunshine  crowns  it, 

Like    the    light    from    the    eyes    we    love. 

We  know  not  how  it  is  fashioned, 

Or  if  it  be  high  or  low ; 
But,  planned  by  the  Master-builder, 

It  must  be  right,  we  know. 
And  we're  sure  that  it  hath  no  chamber  . 

For  pain  or  grief  as  a  guest ; 
No  couch  for  the  dead,  low-lying, 

But  beautiful  rooms  for  rest. 

We  know  that  want  shall  not  enter, 

That  its  threshold  care  may  not  cross; 
Nor  longing  look  from  the  windows 

O'er  wastes  where  the  dead  leaves  toss. 
But  instead  shall  the  eye  be  gladdened 

By  the  wonderful  river's  flow; 
And  the  green  of  the  sunlit  highlands 

Where  the  sheep  of  His  pastures  go." 

(3)  That  heaven  is  a  land  of  rest  is  no  speculation, 
imagination,  hallucination,  or  superstition.  It  is  a  positive 
fact,  an  undeniable  certainty.  My  friends,  the  Word  of 
God  is  fuU  of  certainties,  and  this  is  not  the  least  one  among- 
them.  It  is  on  account  of  its  bein^^  a  certainty  that  the  child 
of  God  sighs  for  that  land  of  rest,  saying, 

"O  land  of  rest,  for  thee  I  sigh. 

When  will  the  moment  come. 

When  I  shall  lay  my  armor  by. 

And  dwell  in  peace  ac  home?" 

(4)  This  land  of  rest  is  promised  only  "to  tJie  people  of 
God.''  And  we  believe  our  sister  has  had  the  happiness  and 
satisfaction  of  going  to  that  land.  She  was  a  member  of 
Christ's  visible  church,  and  she  served  her  Master  faithfully. 
Owing  to  some  inevitable  causes  I  did  not  have  the  pleasure 
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of  meeting  our  sister  in  life.     But  I  hope  to  meet  her  in 
heaven,  in  that  land  of  heavenly  rest,  some  day. 

"When  we  get  home  from  our  sorrow  and  care, 

And  we  stand  with  the  angels  of  Hght. 
Oh,  what  a  meeting  in  heaven  there'll  be. 

In  that  land  without  shadow  or  night ; 
Sorrow  and  care,  tribulation  and  pain 

We'll  leave  when  we  pass  through  the  tostib ; 
Clouds  of  despair,  storms  of  trial  and  care 

We  shall  leave  for  that  beautiful  home. 

When  we  get  home  to  the  mansions  above 

With  the  loved  ones  gone  on  before. 
Oh,  who  can  tell  what  joy  that  will  be, 

There  to  live  and   rejoice  evermore? 
Angels  will  praise,  the  Redeemer  will  smile. 

And  loved  ones  we'll  clasp  by  the  hand; 
Free  from  all  pain,  far  from  earthly  stain. 

We  shall  dwell  in  that  beautiful  land" 

And  as  we  must  part  with  our  beloved  sister,  we  bid  her 
''Good  Night"  with  these  worda  of  Tennyson, 

Now  is  done  thy  long  day's  work. 
Fold  thy  palms  across  thy  breast. 
Fold  thy  arms,  turn  to  thy  rest. 


IN   MEMORIAM 

ISAAC  BAYLEY  HOLMES. 
1813^1898. 

Isaac  Bayley  Holmes,  one  of  the  "old  stand-bys"  of 
Manomet,  was  born  Sept.  23,  18 13.  He  was  the  son  of 
Amasa  Holmes  and  Betsey  Bartlett.  On  Oct.  i,  1835,  he 
married  Lucy  Wadsworth,  of  Duxbury,  Mass.,  second 
cousin  to  Henry  Wadsworth  Longfellow.  The  result  of 
the  union  was  six  children — four  sons  and  two  daughters — 
of  whom  three  sons  survive  their  father.  They  are:  Chas. 
H.  Holmes,  of  Plymouth;  Frank  B.  Holmes  and  Arthur  C. 
Holmes,  of  Manomet. 

In  his  early  life  Mr.  Holmes  was  a  member  of  the  choir 
in  Manomet  Church.  He  played  the  clarionet.  For  the 
last  ten  years  of  his  life  Mr.  Holmes  had  been  gradually  los- 
ing his  eyesight,  until  at  the  end  he  was  practically  sightless. 
He  died  in  Plymouth,  March  15,  1898,  and  his  body  was 
brought  to  Manomet  for  burial. 

The  burial  took  place  in  the  local  cemetery.  March  17, 
1898.  After  a  prayer  at  the  residence  of  Frank  Holmes, 
the  body  was  conveyed  to  the  local  church  for  a  public  ser- 
vice. Reading  of  the  Scripture,  remarks,  prayer  and  bene- 
diction by  the  pastor  were  the  different  items  of  the  service. 
Following  were  Rev.  Haig  Adadourian's  remarks  : 

Dearly -Beloved  : — The  party  gathered  at  the  heaven- 
ward dejjarture  of  a,  beloved  friend,  reminds  me  of  a  seeing- 
of?  party.  The  expression  '"seeing-off  party"  is  purely  an 
oriental  one.  In  oriental  countries  when  a  person  is  about 
to  start  ^or  a  long_  journey,  his  relatives  and  friends  gather 
together  somewhere  out  in  the  fields  to  see  him  off,  some 
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kissing  him.  some  shaking  hands  with  him,  and  all  wishing- 
him  a  safe  jourriey,  a  happy  arrivrd,  and  a  joyous  aftermeet. 

It  seems  to  me  that  this  gathering  of  relatives  and  friends 
of  our  departed  patriarch  is  really  a  seeing-off  party.  We 
are  here  to  pay  our  parting  iribute  to  him,  to  take  a  last  look 
of  him,  and  in  one  way  or  another,  give  expression  of  our 
feelings  in  regard  to  him. 

And  as  the  thoughts  of  the  members  of  a  seeing-off  party 
naturally  turn  to  the  destination  of  their  departing  friend, 
likewise  our  thoughts  turn  to  heaven,  which  w^e  hope  is  the 
destination  of  our  beloved  friend,  who  is  lost  to  our  mortal 
eyes. 

But  what  is  heaven?  Among  its  various  descriptions  in 
the  Bible  heaven  is  held  out  to  our  view  as  a  banquet,  where 
our  souls  shall  be  satisfied  for  evermore;  as  an  inheritance, 
incorruptible,  undefiled,  and  that  fadeth  not  away;  as  a 
palace,  where  dwells  the  King  of  Kings,  and  the  Lord  of 
Lords  in  His  incomparable  beauty,  in  the  eternal  sunshine 
of  His  glorious  countenance;  as  a  temple,  bright  with  the 
divine  glory,  filled  with  the  divine  presence,  streaming  with 
divine  beauty,  and  peopled  with  shining  monuments  of 
divine  goodness,  mercy,  and  grace.  It  is  also  described 
as  a  peaceful  haven  after  a  tempestuous  storm,  and  finally  it 
is  represented  as  a  home  for  God's  children.  Heaven  is 
further  pictured  in  the  Word  of  God,  as  a  place  w^iere  sin 
cannot  find  a  lodging;  where  ignorance  is  unknown;  where 
darkness  cannot  get  in;  where  tears  are  foreign  to  the  eyes; 
where  worldly  fears  are  left  behind;  where  zeant  and  misery 
can  never  disturb  the  tranquility  of  its  inhabitants,  and  where 
loz'c,  joy,  satisfaction  and  lioliness  are  the  four  ruling  prin- 
ciples. 

My  friends,  when  we  meditate  on  heaven  and  give  to  it  our 
undivided  attention,  those  of  us  who  are  heaven-bound  can- 
not help  but  sigh  longingly  and  impatiently  to  enter  the 
pearly  gates  as  soon  as  possible.  True  it  is  that  we  want  to 
stay-in  this  world  as  long  as  we  can.     We  want  to  enjoy  the 
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good  things  the  Lord  has  given  iis,  and  serve  our  Maker  and 
fellow-beings  as  long  as  we  can.  To  sever  kindred  ties  and 
to  cut  short, faithful  friendships  is  not  easy.  And  yet  after 
all,  we  can't  help  envying  the  happy  lot  of  those,  whose 
terms  of  pilgrimage  are  expired,  and  who  are  called  to  enter 
into  their  rest. 

What  I  say  about  envying  the  happy  lot  of  our  departing 
friends,  does  nicely  fit  in  in  the  case  of  our  late  venerable 
brother,  Mr.  Isaac  Holmes. 

I  never  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  our  brother.  But 
judging  by  what  little  I  have  learned  of  him,  I  am  sure  his 
departure  must  have  been  a  happy  one.  He  has  lived  to  be 
over  85  years — jour  score  years  and  Hve,  instead  of  the 
prescribed  "three  score  years  and  ten." 

He  has  lived  half  a  century  and  ten  years  with  his  beloved 
helpmeet. 

He  has  had  three  sons  to  perpetuate  his  memory,  and  to 
represent  him  in  this  world. 

He  has  had  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  his  sons  married 
and  settled  in  life,  and  besides,  he  has  been  the  happy  re- 
cipient of  the  tender  caresses  and  filial  attentions  and  af- 
fections of  eleven  grandchildren. 

He  has  lived  a  life  of  honest  principles,  upright  dealings, 
and  trustworthy  words. 

My  friends,  owing  to  these  considerations  we  can  right- 
fully say,  that  his  departure  is  one  of  the  happiest  lots  that 
have  befallen  him  in  his  existence.  Therefore  we,  who 
have  been  left  behind  for  yet  awhile,  have  no  reason  to  com- 
plain and  be  sorrowful,  but  have  every  reason  to  be  joyful. 

Earth  is  our  inn,  heaven  is  our  home.  We  may  well  put 
up  with  discomfort  in  this  world,  for  we  shall  soon  be  away 
from  it;  it  is  only  for  a  few  days  that  we  accept  its  hospital- 
ity. Archbishop  Leighton  often  used  to  say  that  if  he  were 
to  choose  a  place  to  die  in,  he  would  choose  an  inn;  for  it 
looked  like  a  pilgrim  coming  home,  to  whom  this  world  was 
all  as  an  inn. 
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But  beloved,  let  ii?  ever  keep  in  miiicl  that  to  be  heaven- 
bound  we  must  be  h.eaven-borri.  Those  who  would  get  to 
heaven,-  must  first  get  to  Christ.  Those  who  have  heaven 
in  their  hopes,  should  have  Christ  in  their  lives.  Let  us 
never  forget  that  lieaven  is  a  prepared  place  for  prepared 
people.  He  that  makes  earth  his  heaven  shall  have  no  other 
heaven. 

May  we  keep  our  faces  homeward,  and  on  this  solemn  oc- 
casion, let  us  once  more  remember  that  the  way  to  heaven  is 
short,  easy,  and  simple, — out  x-)f  self,  unto  Christ,  into  glory. 
"I  know  the  way  to  heaven,"  said  little  Minnie  to  little 
Johnny,  who  stood  by  her  side.  "You  do?"  said  little  John. 
"Well,  won't  you  tell  me  how  to  get  there?"  "Oh,  yes!  I'll 
tell  you.  Just  commence  going  up,  and  keep  on  going  up  all 
the  time,  and  you'll  get  there.  But,  Johnny,  you  must  not 
turn  back." 

And  now  as  we  are  ready  to  deliver  the  earthen  receptacle 
of  our  beloved  friend  to  its  ^lother  Earth,  we  cannot  help 
feeling  that  our  Brother  Holmes  is  satisfied,  and  therefore, 
we,  too,  must  feel  contented. 

'■'Tis  said  when  we  shall  go  across  the  river. 
Whose  bridge  is  death,  and  gain  the  other  side, 

There,  in  that  land  with  God,  the  mighty  Giver, 
The  heart  shall  evermore  be  satisfied." 

"And  yet  sometimes  I  cannot  help  but  wonder 
How  I  can  live  in  Heaven  without  your  love, 

How  live,  rejoicing  through  all  time,  I  ponder, 
And  not  have  you,  even,  with  God  above. 

We  bear  such  things  on  earth,  for  we  remember 

That  life  is  but  a  little  while  at  best. 
Its  passion.  Summer,  but  precedes  December, 

And  in  the  grave,  we  say,  there  will  be  rest. 

But  after  death,  time  stretches  with  no  limit, 

Your  love  no  time  can  ever  bring  to  me. 
Is  Heaven  so  bright  this  shadow  cannot  dim  it? 

It  seems  so  long,  that  strange  Eternity. 
How  could  my  heart  and  sou!  change  so  completely, 

That  I  should  never  think  of  this  up  there, 
*'.  But  in  the  angel  choruses  join  sweetly. 

Nor  ever  feel  this  gnawing  grief  and  care. 
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How  vast  God's  love ;  how  vain  the  skill  of  mortal, 
[  He  did  not  mean  tliat  we  should  understand, 

I  Until  our  feet  had  crossed  the  shining  portal, 

/       The  things  so  deep,  and  fathomless  and  grand. 

I  And  He  has  made  a  Heaven — a  place  most  holy, 

I  For  His  redeemed  to  sometime  enter  in; 

^  And  there  is  room  for  all  the  meek  and  lowly, 

I  Whose  faith  through  sorrow  has  washed  out  all  sin. 

And  I  believe  v.^hen  we  shall  cross  the  river. 

Whose  bridge  is  death,  and  reach  the  other  side. 

There  in  that  land  with  God.  the  mighty  Giver, 
Our  hearts  shall  evermore  be  satisfied." 
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IN    :^{EAIORTAM 

RUFUS  ELLIS. 
1821-189S. 

Rufus  Ellis  was  born  in  M.inomet.  Xov.  16,  1835.  His 
lather's  name  was  Watson  Ellis,  and  his  mother's,  Lois 
Griggs,  both  of  ^Manomet.  He  married  Arabella  G.  \'aller, 
of  IManomet.  Xov.  17,  1872.  After  their  marriage  they 
lived  in  Plymouth  and  Boston.  But  during  the  last  years 
of  his  life.  Mr.  Ellis  moved  back  to  his  native  place,  and 
lived  there  with  his  family.  A  daughter  and  a  son  blessed 
their  marriage,  both  of  whom — Mrs.  Waller  M.  Warren, 
.■and  Charles  R.  W.  Ellis — now  live  with  their  mother  in 
Abington,  Mass.  After  his  immediate  family  his  sister, 
Mrs.  Sarah  C.  Kendall,  is  the  only  surviving  relative  of  Mr. 
Ellis.  He  died  in  Manomet,  May  14,  1898,  and  was  buried 
in  Plymouth,  May  17.  The  funeral  services  were  held  at 
his  house.  The  local  pastor,  after  the  preliminary  parts  of 
the  services,  said  as  follows  : 

My  Friends  : — On  this  solemn  and  serious  occasion  I  do 
•not  come  to  you  with  a  sermon.  This  is  no  time  for  ser- 
mon. I  come  to  you  with  a  brief  message  from  the  Word 
of  God,  which  was  suggested  to  me  by  the  last  hours  of  our 
departed  friend.  When  I  looked  at  him  I  could  not  help 
thinking  of  the  striking  reseniblance  existing  between  sleep 
and  dea^h.  He  seemed  to  be  gradually  going  to  sleep,  and 
finally  fell  sound  asleep.  And  at  once  the  words  of  our 
'blessed  Master  came  to  my  mind,  which  He  spoke  on  the  oc- 
•casion  of  Lazarus'  death:  ''Our  friend  Lazarus  sleepeth; 
but  I  go.  that  I  may  awake  him  out  of  sleep." 

The  idea  thai  death  is  sleep,  or,  death  resembles  sleep, 
originated  long  before  Christ's  time.     Long  before  Chris- 
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tian  era.  God  said  to  Moses,  "Thou  shalt  sleep  with  thy 
fathers." 

Our  Savior  had  already  said  about  the  daughter  of  Jairus, 
when  he  was  told  that  she  was  dead,  "She  is  not  dead,  but 
sleepeth."'  In  the  book  of  Acts,  we  read  that  Stephen  "fell 
asleep."  It  is  plain  from  these  statements  that  death  is 
likened  to  sleep. 

There  are  two  thoughts  connected  with  sleep,  hence  with 
death,  which  I  will  mention  briefly. 

First,  sleep  suggests  fatigue,  n'eariuess.  We  are  in  this 
world  as  travelers  journeying  toward  our  eter'nal  home. 
Despite  the  many  pleasant  points  connected  with  this  jour- 
ney, it  has  its  annoying,  wearying  features.  After  a  cer- 
tain run  of  this  changeful  life,  weariness  is  inevitable. 
"The  spirit  indeed  is  \villing,  but  the  flesh  is  weak."  The 
body  feels  languid,  tired,  sleepy  in  spite  of  itself.  Surely 
sleep  is  another  name  for  tired  feelings,  mind  and  body. 

Second,  sleep  suggests  rest.  In  a  sense,  and  in  a  good 
many  cases,  death  represents  God  Almight}-  as  a  tender 
mother  calling  in  her  weary,  languid,  sleepy  child  to  rest 
from  his  fatigue.  How  restful  God's  "Come  unto  mc  and  I 
will  give  thee  rest"  is ! 

My  friends,  we  have  no  doubt  but  that  our  brother  has 
now  obtained  rest  from  his  labors.  He  had  the  satisfaction 
of  seeing  his  daughter  married  and  settled  in  life.  He  had 
the  happiness  of  seeing  even  two  grandchildren.  He  saw  his 
son  out-live  his  childhood,  and  become  a  boy.  He  had  the 
joy  of  having  a  long  happy  married  life,  and  after  all  these 
things,  it  seems  to  have  pleased  the  Lord  to  give  him  his 
rest.  Surely  in  this  thought  there  is  satisfaction,  there  is 
consolation,  there  is  peace. 

My  friends,  the  condition  in  which  we  find  our  depart- 
ed friend  is  not  death.  We  may  call  it  death,  for  want  of  a 
more  proper  term,  but  it  is  a  transition,  it  is  a  translaticHi 
from  a  restless  world,  to  a  restful  land. 
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IX   MEMORY   OF 

MRS.    LAURETTE    HOLMES. 
1895-1898. 

Mrs.  Laurette  Holmes  was  the  daug-hter  of  John  Black- 
mer  and  Esther  Bartlett.  Slie  first  saw  the  light  in  Mano- 
met.  July  22.  1821,  and  throughout  her  long  life  she  has 
been  one  of  the  honored  members  of  the  community.  On 
Nov.  2"/,  1839.  she  was  niarried  to  Truman  Holmes,  also  of 
Manomet.  They  had  6  children — 4  sons  and  2  daughters. 
The  daughters  and  3  of  the  sons  survive  their  mother. 
They  are:  Ezra  Holmes,  of  New  Bedford;  Sarah  x\manda 
Holmes,  Truman  Howard  Holmes,  Mrs.  Mary  Laurette 
Griswold.  all  of  Manomet,  and  William  Thomas  Holmes,  of 
East  Boston.  Sidney  Blackmer,  and  Mrs.  Dan'l  H.  Bab- 
cock,  of  Manomet.  are  Mrs.  Holmes's  only  brother  and  sister 
who  survive  her.  Mrs.  Holmes's  husband  died.  April  26, 
1893.  Mrs.  Holmes  closed  her  earthly  career,  May  23, 
1898.  The  funeral  services  were  held  two  days  later  at  her 
residence.  Rev.  Haig  Adadourian  officiated.  Bible  read- 
ing, remarks,  prayers  and  benediction  were  the  usual  order 
of  service.     Following  were  the  remarks  made  : 

My  Friends  : — We  have  been  gathered  together  this 
afternoon  to  pay  the  parting-  tribute  to  a  mother  in  Israel. 
It  is  hard  for  us  to  realize  that  henceforth  we  shall  see  her 
no  more  in  flesh.  But  it  is,  a  g-reat  consolation,  a  great 
source  of  joy  to  us,  that  she  is  only  gone  to  her  heavenly 
home,  and  is  waiting  for  us  over  there. 

As  I  was  thinking  to  say  a  few  words  at  this  farewell 
gathering,  .the  words,  "Being  dead,  yet  speaketh"  came  to 
my  mind.     You  remember  these  words  were  spoken  in  con- 
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nection  with  the  death  of  Abel  But  we  can  easily  think  of 
this  text  as  connected  with  our  Sister  Hohiies.  "She,  being 
dead,  yet  speak etJi."  So  I  will  let  our  Sister  Holmes  speak 
a  few  words  to  us.  If  our  sense  of  hearing  was  keen 
enough  to  distinguish  heavenly  voices  from  earthly  voices, 
or,  as  some  people  believe,  if  we  possessed  clairaudience,  I 
am  sure  we  could  hear  her  say  the  following  few  parting 
suggestions  or  recommendations. 

First,  Haz'e  faith  in  God.  Mrs.  Holmes's  faith  in  God 
was  really  remarkable.  God  was  a  real,  visible  Being  to 
her,  and  her  faith  in  Him  never  weakened  at  any  period  of 
her  life,  and  doubtless  her  first  recommendation  would  be 
"Have  faith  in  God." 

I  think  her  second  suggestion  would  be.  Have  faith  in 
prayer.  How  she  believed  in  the  efficacy  of  prayer !  How 
her  soul  communed  with  her  heavenly  Father !  She  took 
great  delight,  happiness,  rest,  strength  and  peace  in  prayer. 
During  her  protracted  illness  I  never  called  on  her  without 
offering  a  prayer,  and  every  time  it  was  by  her  express  wish 
and  request.  *"Pray  for  me,"  was  one  of  the  best  words  that 
were  ever  heard  from  her  lips  during  her  ailments.  How- 
ever intense  her  suffering  was,  still  she  did  not  neglect  ask- 
ing for  prayer. 

Mrs.  Holmes'  third  suggestion  would  be.  Have  love  to- 
ward the  Chureh  of  Christ.  "I  love  thy  Kindgom,  Lord,'^ 
was  her  constant  and  sincere  declaration.  Her  face  was  a 
benediction  to  me  and  all  other  worshippers  in  the  house  of 
God.  She  attended  divine  services  fathfully,  and  listened 
to  the  preaching  of  the  Word  with  a  beaming  countenance 
and  undivided  attention. 

Be^cheerfid,  would  be  a  last  recommendation  of  our  sister. 
She  had  a  sunny  temperament.  There  was  always  sunshine 
in  her  soul.  Her  sunniness  was  not  periodic,  but  per- 
manent. 

^he  was  patient  in  her  ailments,  for  she  knew  that  her 
heavenly  Father  was 
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"Bringing  His  child  to  the  heavenly  land, 

He  was  leading  her  day  by  day; 
And  was  asking  her  now.  whilst  He  held  her  hand, 

To  come  Home  by  a  rugged  way." 

And  we^can  all  say  to  her  now 

"Rest,  mother,  rest.     Thy  toils  and  cares  and  tears 
Are  o'er.     The  weary  night  of  many  years 
Has  brought  the  end.     The  throl)bing  heart  is  hushed 
Beneath  Death's  hand  that  by  it  has  been  crushed. 

Life's  weary  burdens  now  are  all  lain  down. 
Life's  battle   fought  to  gain  the  victor's  crown: 
Life's  jewels  gathered  from  its  strife  and  woes; 
The  jewels  safe;  the  strife  no  more  to  know. 

Thy  Wrinkled  brow   tells  of  care-burdened  years. 
Of  anxious  thought,  of  many  troubling  fears. 
Of  almost  fainting  oft  'neath  cares  and  tears — 
The  struggle's  o'er,  and  rest  has  come  at  last — 
Life's  wave  on  wave  of  sorrow  now   is  passed. 
The  marble  brow  so  cold,  shall  ache  no  more, 
The  pulseless  heart  has  all  its  throbbings  o'er. 
We'll  hear  thy  voice  no  more,  nor  ease  thy  pain, 
Rest,  sv.-eetly  rest,  till  Jesus  comes  again." 

Our  Sister  Holmes  lived  a  good,  long,  useful  life — near- 
ly four  score  years.  She  enjoyed  a  happy  married  life  of 
over  half  a  century.  She  was  blessed  in  the  gift  of  two 
daughters,  three  sons,  and  ten  grand-children.  She  fought 
the  good  fight,  she  ran  the  course,  and  the  crown  of  glory  is 
now  in  readiness  for  her.  She  was  one  of  those  godly  women 
with  whom  it  has  been  my  happy  privilege  to  be  acquainted. 
The  world  is  richer  to  have  such  persons.  The  Church  is 
more  blessed  to  count  such  among  its  membership.  And 
any  family  or  person  can  rightfully  be  proud  for  being  con- 
nected with  such  persons  in  any  way. 

Her   face   was   beautiful    with   perfect   calm. 

Peace  sealed  the  brow,  and  peace  the  tender  mouth. 
To  wounded  hearts  her  gentle  gaze  was  balm, 

Her  words  like  winds  blown  softly  from  the  South. 
Her   eyes   were   wells  of   lustre,    sweet   and   still. 

Sometimes  you  felt  they  mirrored  hidden  things 
Yoa  might  not  read,  but  only  feel  the  thrill 

As  if  there  flashed  an  angel's  passing  wings. 
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And  on  that  face  shone  always  a  white  light, 

A  soft,  transfigured  splendor,  till  you  thought 
Only  a  glory  fallen  from  the  height 

Of  heaven   itself,   such  lovely  marvel   wrought. 
Serene  she  v.-ent  her   way  through  grief  and   strife, 

Trouble  was  not  trouble  where  her  presence  came, 
She  bore  about  with  her  a  joy  of  life. 

Love  burned  within  her  breast  a  fragrant  flame. 
You  heard,  while  wondering  how  every  loss 

She  carried  lightly  as  a  bird  half-lit, 
A  gracious  spirit  say,  "There  is  no  cross 

Where  no  self  is  to  suffer  under  it." 
And  you  remembered  that  in  ancient  law 

By  the  broad  arrow  was  the  king's  tree  known 
Through  the  dark  forest,  and  believed  you  saw 

The  Lord's  broad  arrow  mark  her  as  his  own. 

— Harriet  Prcscott  Spofford. 


IN   MEMORY   OF 

MRS.    ANGELINE   HOLMES. 
1827- 1 898. 

Mrs.  Angeline  Holmes  was  born  in  Duxbury,  Mass., 
Aug.  II,  1827.  She  was  the  daughter  of  Ira  Chandler  and 
Hanna  Ford,  both  of  Duxbury.  She  was  married  to  Elisha 
Holmes,  of  Manomet,  Sept.  i,  1850.  They  had  only  one 
child,  who  is  now  Mrs.  Freeman  Howard  Hohnes,  of  Mano- 
met. Mrs.  Angeline  Holmes  lived  in  ]\Ianomet  ever  since 
her  marriage.  Her  husband  died,  April  22,  1879.  She 
was  a  member  of  the  Baptist  Churcli  in  Kingston,  Mass., 
where  her  father  was  a  deacon  for  many  years. 

The  last  few  years  of  her  life  Mrs.  Holmes  made  her 
home  at  the  residence  of  her  daughter,  Mrs  F.  H.  Holmes, 
where  she  breathed  her  last,  July  31,  1898.  The  funeral 
services  were  held  at  the  residence  of  Freeman  Howard 
Holmes  on  Monday.  Aug.  i,  and  the  usual  order  of  services 
was  observed.  The  following  is  the  gist  of  what  ]Mr.  Ada- 
dourian  said  on  this  occasion : 

DE.A.R  Fkiexds  : — As  a  text  for  the  few  remarks  I  am  go- 
ing to  make,  I  have  chosen  the  fifth  chapter  of  the  book  of 
Genesis  and  the  twenty-fourth  verse.  "And  he  (Enoch) 
was  not,  for  God  took  him."  When  a  person  passes  away, 
we  speak  of  him  as  though  either  disease,  old  age.  accident, 
or  death  in  general  took  him.  The  text  before  us  presents 
the  matter  in  a  different  light.  "And  Enoch  was  not;  for 
God  took  him." 

Death  has  been  l(X)ked  upon  differently  by  different  peo- 
ple.     It-has  been    variously  regarded    as    camp-breaking. 
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sleeping,  crossing-  the  line  or  the  Jordan,  translation,  disso- 
lution, transmigr^ition,  absorption  into  tlie  divine,  and  an- 
nihilation. But  the  best  view  of  death — the  death  of  the  be- 
liever— is,  that  it  means  "being  taken  by  God."  God  puts 
us  in  this  world  for  some  specific  purpose,  and,  after  a  cer- 
tain length  of  time  .determined  by  His  Holy  Will,  He  ''takes 
us." 

Another  comforting  thought  that  comes  from  this  text  is, 
that  God  not  only  takes  us,  but  He  takes  us  to  Himself  to 
be  with  Him.  "I  will  *****  receive  you  unto  myself; 
that  where  I  am.  there  ye  may  be  also."  "This  day  thou 
shalt  be  with  me  in  paradise."  What  a  cheering  thought, 
what  a  fear-dispelling  assurance  it  is  to  know,  that  the  be- 
liever's future  destiny  is  not  a  state  of  uncertainty  or  noth- 
ingness, or  the  loss  of  identity  by  absorption  into  something- 
else,  but  it  is  to  be  with  God. 

And  now  in  closing  I  will  say  to  all  my  hearers  individ- 
ually and  collectively,  are  you  ready  to  be  taken  by  God  to 
heaven,  whither,  we  believe,  our  sister  has  been  taken  by  her 
heavenly  Father?  If  not.  there  is  no  better  season  in  your 
life  to  be  ready  for  that  auspicious  moment. 

"Gently  close  grandma's  eyes 
From  tlie  light  of  morning  skies. 
Da\vn>  for  her  a  fairer  day 
Where  no  evening  shadows  stray. 
Cloud  and   storm  and   stress  and   strife, 
All  that  darkens  earthly  life — 
Weary  toil   and  anxious  care. 
Blighted  hopes  or  dull  despair. 
Pain  and  grief  and  stain  of  sin. 
Foes  that   lurk   witlnnit.   within. 
None,  to  her.  shall  ever  come. 
Safe   within   that    iiappy    Home. 

Then,  O  breaking,  loving  heart. 
Let  her  to  tliy  Lord  depart ! 
Though  the  home  be  -strange  and  still 
God  will   help  thee  bear  His  will ; 
Though  the  blinding  tears  must  flow 
Thou  >halt  His  own  comfort  know. 
Heaven,  henceforth,  will  be  more  near, 
Earthly  joys  and  charms  less  dear. 
Where  tliy   treasure  waits   for  thee. 
There  thy  longing  love  will  be. 
'•",  So.  in  trust,  lean  on  the  brea^^t. 

Where  thy  loved  one  is  at  rest." 


IN   MEMORY   OF 

MISS-   EUPHEMIA    BARTLETT. 

1S37-1898. 

^liss  Euphemia  Bartiett  was  rhe  ilang-hter  of  Hiram  Bart- 
lett  and  Euphemia  Holmes,  both  of  Manomet  She  was  one 
of  their  nine  children,  consisting  of  5  bovs  and  4  girls.  She 
always  lived  in  Manomet  with  her  sister,  Miss  Martha 
Washington  Bartiett.  Her  death  occurred,  Dec.  28,  1S98. 
Of  her  nearest  blood-relations,  only  two  survive  her —  ^Nlrs. 
Annie  ]Maria  Clark  and  r^Iiss  ]\lartha  W.  Bartiett,  both  of 
Manomet. 

Miss  Euphemia  Bartiett  was  a  member  of  the  local 
church.  She  had  an  amiable  disposition,  was  patient  and 
painstaking  in  everything,  and  even  cheerful  under  adverse 
circumstances. 

Her  funeral  took  place  at  the  house  of  Miss  Martha  W. 
Bartiett,  her  sister.  The  pastor,  Rev.  Haig  Adadourian, 
read  several  passages  from  tlie  Word  of  God,  and  a  special 
quartette  from  Plymouth  sang  appropriate  hymns.  Then 
the  pastor  repeated  the  Lord's  Prayer,  and  pronounced  the 
benediction,  which  ended  the  service  at  the  house.  At  the 
local  cemetery  the  pastor  offered  the  closing  prayer,  which 
was  followed  by  the  interment. 

Although  Miss  Bartiett  had  her  share  of  suffering  in 
this  life,  still  she  seemed  to  say  with  Lucy  Larcom,  cheer- 
fully anel  patiently  : 

Still  mu>t  I  climb  if  I  would  rest: 
The  bird  boars  upward  to  its  nest; 
The  young  leaf  on  the  treetop  high 
Cradles  itself  against  the  skv. 
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The  streams  that  seem  to  hasten  down 
Return  in  clouds  the  hills  to  crown; 
The  plant  arises  fiorn  its  root 
To  rock  aloft  its  flower  and  fruit. 

I   cannot   in   the  valley   stay; 
The  great  horizons  stretch  away; 
The  very  cliffs  that  wall  me  round 
Are  ladders  under  ground. 

To  work,  to  rest,  for.  each  a  time ; 
I  tcil  but  I  must  also  climb; 
What  soul  was  ever  quite  at  ease 
Shut  in  by  earthly  boundaries? 

I  am  not  glad  till  I  have  known 
Life  that  can  lift  me  from  my  ow^n ; 
A  loftier  level  must  be  won, 
A  mightier  strength  to  lean  upon. 

And  Heaven  draws  near  as  I  ascend; 
The  breeze  mvites,  the  stars  befriend  ; 
All  things  are  beckoning  to  the  best ; 
I  climb  to  thee,  O  God,  for  rest  t 


IN    AIEMORJAM 

HARVEY   BARTLETT. 
1 806- 1 898. 

Manomet  lost  its  oldest  resident  by  the  decease  of  Har- 
vey Bartlett.  He  was  the  son  of  Samuel  Bartlett  and  Olive 
Hovey  Bartlett,  and  was  born  in  Manomet,  Sept.  8,  1806. 
He  has  had  four  brothers  and  five  sisters,  of  whom  two  sis- 
ters and  two  brothers  survive  him.  They  are  :  Mrs.  Har- 
riet M.  Bartlett.  of  Manomet;  Bowen  Bartlett.  of  Westfield, 
N.  J.;  Mrs.  Abbie  Bartlett  Avery  and  Frank  Bartlett,  of 
Manomet.  Mr.  Bartlett  remained  a  bachelor  all  his  life. 
He  spent  his  early  years  in  his  native  place,  then  he  moved 
away,  and  made  his  home  in  New  Bedford  many  years. 
The  last  part  of  his  life  he  made  his  home  in  Manomet  with 
his  sister,  IMrs.  Avery,  at  whose  house  he  passed  away,  Dec. 
30,  1898,  at  the  ripe  old  age  of  92  years.  3  months  and  22 
days. 

Mr.  Bartlett  was  remarkal)le  for  several  things.  He  was 
remarkable  forhisextraordinarily  bright  memory.  Itis  said 
that  in  all  his  business  transactions  he  never  wrote  a  line  to 
remember  things  by.  His  mind  was  his  note-book.  He  re- 
tained this  wonderful  memory  almost  to  his  very  last  breath. 
It  was  always  a  beautiful  sight  to  see  all  his  relatives  and 
friends  applying  to  him  for  information,  advice  and  counsel. 
Owing  to  the  brightness  of  his  mind,  his  interest  in  the 
daily  affairs  of  life  and  happenings  in  the  world 
never  waned.  He  knew  of  the  late  Spanish-American  war 
just  as  much  as  any  hot-blooded  young  man  of  twenty-five. 

Mr.  Bartlett  was  also  remarkable  for  his  honesty  and  in- 
tegrity:"   The  principles  of  his  life  were  sound.     He  never 
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made  his  principles  subservient  to  policy.  He  always  be- 
wailed the  prevailing-  tendency  in  many  quarters  towards 
dishonesty  and  fraudulence.  "Straightforwardness  and 
conscientiousness  in  words  and  dealings,"  seemed  to  be  his 
motto.  His  religion  consisted  of  the  Golden  Rule,  which  he 
had  rendered  in  his  own  peculiar  version  as,  "Do  to  others 
as  you  would  have  done  to  yourself." 

Mr.  Harvey  Bartlett  was  also  remarkable  for  his  consid- 
erateness  of  the  necessitous.  He  was  always  ready  to 
help  the  worthy  poor  who  applied  to  him  for  assistance. 
He  was  not  a  self-centred  man.  He  bewailed  the  prevail- 
ing iniquitous  watchword  of,  "Each  man  for  himself,  and 
the  devil  take  the  hindmost." 

The  funeral  services  were  held  at  the  house  of  Mrs.  Avery, 
Jan.  2,  1899,  and  were  conducted  by  Rev.  Francis  Moon,  of 
Chiltonville,  (Plymouth)  Mass.,  and  Rev.  Haig  Adadourian. 
The  latter  read  the  Scripture  selections,  and  the  former 
niade  some  appropriate  and  helpful  remarks,  offered  the 
prayer  and  pronounced  the  benediction.  The  interment 
was  at  the  local  cemetery. 


IX    JiEMORV    OF 

MISS    MARY    HO  LB  ROOK. 

1826-1S90. 

iMiss  Mary  HolhrcKok,  one  of  the  most  beloved  residents 
of  Manomet.  was  the  dang-hter  of  Gideon  Holbrook  and 
Nancy  Elhs.  both  of  JNIanomet.  Alter  the  death  of  her  pa- 
rents, slie  always  lived  with  her  brother,  Eliphalet  Hol- 
brook. She  died  at  the  resulence  of  her  brother  in  ^lano- 
met.  Jan.  5.  1899.  Of  her  fonr  brothers  only  one — Elipha- 
let Holbroc>k.  of  ^lanomet — survives  her. 

Miss  Holbrook  was  a  woman  of  cheerful,  pleasant  dis- 
position. She  had  such  a  social  and  affable  way  about  her 
as  to  make  e\'erybody.  who  came  in  c<3ntact  with  her.  feel  at 
ease  and  at  home.  And  if  there  was  one  trait  in  lier  life,  by 
which  she  will  be  remembered  more  than  the  rest  of  her  ex- 
cellent traits,  it  was  her  peace-makinj^  nature.  She  was  a 
peace-maker.  Her  presence  in  the  church  services,  her  ac- 
tivity in  the  church-life,  and  her  helpful  and  sympathetic 
nature  will  ever  be  remembered  with  delig-ht  and  profit. 

The  funeral  services  were  held  at  the  house  of  Eliphalet 
Holbrook.  her  brother.  Jan.  7.  1899,  and  were  conducted  by 
Rev.  Haig  Adadourian.  Scripture  selections,  the  reading 
of  the  "Rock  of  Ages" — one  of  Miss  Holbrook's  favorite 
hymns — prayer  and  benediction  completed  the  service. 

Miss  Holbrook  was 

"A    perfect   woman   nobly   planned, 
To  warn,  to  comfort,  and  command ; 
And  yet  a  spirit  still  and  bright. 
With  something  of  angelic  light." 


IN    MEMORY   OF 

MRS.  SARAH  AVAITE   BRIGGS. 

1823-1899. 

Mrs.  Sarah  W'aite  Briggs  was  the  daughter  of  WilHam 
Harlow  and  Sophia  Holmes,  both  of  Manomet,  and  was 
born  in  Manomet.  May  24,  1823.  She  was  married  to  Cor- 
nelius Briggs.  Oct.  5,  1841.  The  result  of  the  union  was 
seven  children — four  girls  and  three  boys,  five  of  whom  are 
living.  Cornelius  Briggs,  Jr.,  of  IManomet;  Mrs.  Lydia 
Thomas  Nelson,  of  Plymouth;  Mrs.  Sarah  Ann  Bartlett,  of 
Boston;  Samuel  Mendall  Briggs  and  Arthur  Loring  Briggs, 
IManomet.  Mr.  Cornelius  Briggs.  Sr.,  Mrs.  Briggs's  hus- 
band, though  in  his  83rd  year,  still  enjoys  a  brilliant  memory 
and  a  pretty  good  health.  One  brother  and  one  sister  sur- 
vive ''Mother"  Briggs.  who  are  :  William  Harlow  of 
Manomet.  and  }>Irs.  Betsey  L.  Hayward.  of  Chiltonville, 
Plymouth,  Mass. 

Mrs.  Briggs  breathed  her  last  at  her  residence  in  Mano- 
met, on  Jan.  9,  1899.  aged  75  years.  7  months  and  16  days. 

The  funeral  services  were  conducted  by  Rev.  Plaig  Ada- 
dourian  at  lier  house.  Jan.  12.  1899.  The  services  consisted 
of  singing  by  the  local  choir.  Scripture  selections,  remarks, 
prayer  and  benediction.  The  interment  was  at  the  local 
burying-groflnd.     Following  were  the  pastor's  remarks  : 

Dear  Friexds  : — As  we  are  gathered  together  at  this 
place  to  pay  our  parting  tribute  to  our  sister's  memory.  I 
am  sure  our  feelings  are  mingled  with  sadness  and  gladiiess 
at  the  same  time. 

We  have  that  inevitable  feelinq;  of  sadness,  which  is  in- 
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cident  to  every  departure.  Our  sister  has  gone  to  her  long- 
horne.  We  shall  no  more  see  her  benif^nant  face  in  body. 
And  surely  that  makes  us  sad.  But  on  the  other  hand  when 
we  think  of  her  as  being  ever  present  with  us  in  spirit,  if  not 
in  flesh,  then  a  feeling  of  gladness  pervades  us. 

In  this  respect  life  has  always  seemed  to  me  like  that  style 
of  painting,  which  artists  know  by  the  name  of  chiaroscuro, 
that  is,  a  method  of  painting  which  contains  both  bright 
and  dark  shades  harmoniously  blended. 

But  it  is  a  comforting  thought,  that  to  thern  that  love  God 
life  has  more  brightness  than  darkness,  more  gleam  than 
gloom,  more  gladness  than  sadness. 

The  departure  of  our  Sister  Briggs  from  this  life  furnish- 
es us  with  an  excellent  illustration  of  this  fact.  The  bright 
side  of  her  long  life  has  been  overwhelmingly  more 
than  its  dark  portion.  Hence  the  earthly  ending  of 
such  a  life  should  give  us  no  lasting  pain,  but  it  should 
rather  fill  us  with  a  feeling  of  consolation  and  an  endless  joy. 

And  it  was  of  such  a  death  as  of  our  sister's,  my  friends, 
that  the  prophet  Balaam  longingly  said  :  "Let  me  die  the 
death  of  the  righteous,  and  let  m>-  last  end  be  like  his !" 

Beloved,  any  mortal  v/ould  long  to  pass  away  from  this 
world  to  that  happier  land  in  the  way  our  sister  has.  Hers 
was  a  happy  career,  and  surely  hers  is  a  desirable,  nay,  en- 
viable a  closing.  If  a  happy  life  consists  of  a  good  old  age, 
she  enjoyed  that.  She  lived  6  years  longer  than  the  average 
life-term  of  three  score  years  and  ten. 

If  a  happy  life  consists  of  a  congenial  married  life,  she 
had  an  unusually  long  term  of  it.  She  traveled  in  life's 
journey  58  years  joyfully  with  her  beloved  life-companion. 

If  a  happy  life  consists  of  a  Christian  career, — and  surely 
it  does, — she  had  the  satisfaction  of  serving  her  Lord  and 
Master  for  a  period  of  31  years.  Tlie  Kingdom  of  God 
was  dear  to  her.  She  gloried  in  its  prosperity.  She  firm- 
ly believed  in  the  efficacy  of  prayer.  Every  time  I  prayed 
with  her,  she  seemed  to  (.lerive  fresh  pow-er  and  strength 


from  her  her.venly  Father.  Her  faith  in  God  was  unshak- 
able. 

And  finally,  if  a  happy  life  consists  of  having  sons  and 
daughters,  grandchildren  and  great-grandchildren,  the  Lord 
graciously  gave  them  to  lier.  All  of  them,  together  with 
the  wives  of  her  sons,  looked  up  to  her  lovingly  for  her  wise, 
motherly  counsels.  And  ?o.  miy  friends,  if  anybody  has  a 
right  to  be  happy,  surely  our  Sister  Briggs  did.  She  caried 
about  her  a  sunshiny  face,  which  was  a  benediction  to  those 
who  saw  her.  Happy  hyjuns  were  often  heard  from  her 
lips.  She  surely  lived  on  the  borders  ofCanaan.  She  has 
now  crossed  that  border-line,  and  gone  in  to  that  blessed 
land  to  fully  possess  it. 

And  now,  husband,  sons,  daughters,  daughters-in-law, 
brother,  sister,  and  all  other  relatives  and  friends  of  our  de- 
parted sister,  can  we  not  every  one  heartily  and  cheerfully 
say  :  "Let  me  die  the  death  of  this  righteous  ^Mother  in 
Israel,  and  let  my  last  end  be  like  hers?"' 

May  the  Lord  help  us  to  be  able  to  say  it.  May  He  grant 
us  all  to  lead  such  lives  as  shall  be  acceptable  in  His  sight, 
that  when  TlV  are  called  from  this  world,  our  departure  shall 
simply  mean  a  transition  from  a  righteous  life  to  a  glorified 
one. 
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IN   MEMORTAM 

ISAAC  THOMAS  BARTLETT. 
1827-1898. 

Another  son  of  IManomet  entered  into  his  eternal  rest  in 
the  person  of  Isaac  Thomas  Bartlett.  He  was  born  in 
Manomet  in  1827.  His  father  was  Isaac  Bartlett,  and  his 
mother,  Sarah  C.  Banks.  ]\Ir.  Bartlett  had  been  away  from 
Manomet  for  many  years  past,  and  had  lived  as  an  invalid 
in  Taunton,  Mass.,  where  he  passed  away.  Feb.  20,  1899. 

Two  brothers  and  a  sister  survive  Mr.  Bartlett,  who  are  : 
Lilliston  B.  Bartlett,  of  Moab,  Utah;  Henry  J.  Bartlett,  and 
Mrs.  Anna  Johnson,  of  Boston. 

^  The  funeral  services  were  conducted  by  Rev.  Haig  Ada- 
dourian  at  the  Church  at  Manomet,  Feb.  22,  1899,  and  con- 
sisted of  Scripture  selections,  prayer  and  benediction.  I'he 
burial  took  place  at  Manomet  Cemetery. 

Following  were  the  selections  the  pastor  read  from  the 
word  of  God.  Mrs.  John  R.  Mott's  version  of  the 
Twenty-third  Psalm  : 

"The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd;  I  shall  not  want." 

I  shall  not  want  rest.  "He  maketh  me  to  lie  down  in 
green  pastures." 

I  shall  not  want  drink.  "He  leadeth  me  beside  the  still 
waters." 

I  shall  not  want  forgiveness.     "He  restoreth  my  soul." 

I  shall  not  want  guidance.  "He  leadeth  me  in  the  paths 
of  righteousness  for  his  name's  sake." 

I  shall  not  want  companionship.     "Yea,  though  I  walk 
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through  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death,  I  will  fear  no 
evil,  for  thou  art  with  me.'* 

I  shall  not  want  comfort.  "Thy  rod  and  tliy  staff  they 
comfort  me." 

I  shall  not  want  food.  "Thou  preparest  a  table  before 
me  in  the  presence  of  mine  enemies.-" 

I  shall  not  want  joy.  "Thou  anointest  my  head  with 
oil."' 

I  shall  not  want  anything.     "My  cup  runneth  over." 

I  shall  not  want  anything  in  this  life.  "Surely  goodness 
and  mercy  shall  follow  me  all  the  days  of  my  life." 

I  shall  not  want  anything  in  eternity.  "And  I  will  dwell 
in  the  house  of  the  Lord  forever."  Psalm  90,  Jno.  11  :  25- 
2^,  14  :  1-6;  I  Cor.  15  :  49-58,  and  Rev.  21:1-5. 
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